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STICKY BED 


As things turned out, it might have 
been better if Mr. Thomson had gone 
straight home after work instead of try- 
ing to get a rest first. But at the time, get- 
ting a rest certainly seemed wise. 

It was nearly midnight when he got off 
work that night, at a factory not far from 
New York. He was tired. And as he thought 
of the miles he must travel to get home, 
he yawned. 

“It’s just too far to drive, feeling like 
this. It wouldn’t be safe. If only I could 
get a little sleep first!” 

But where? “The car’s too small,” he 
reasoned. “And if I lie down on one of 
these benches, a policeman’s sure to think 
I’m a drunk and haul me off to jail.” 

He yawned again, and his eye fell on 
some little huts behind the factory. “Just 
the place,” he thought. “If only there’s 































something clean and flat to lie on inside.” 

The huts were dark, but by feeling care- 
fully, he soon discovered something long 
and flat and smooth in one of them. 
Whether it was a table or a box or what, 
he could not make out. He didn’t really 
care anyway, and in a moment he was 
stretched out. 

“This is wonderful,” he reflected, closing 
his eyes. ‘““An hour here and I'll be ready 
to go home. The bed seems to be getting 
softer all the time.” 

And, truth to tell, the bed was getting 
softer all the time! Two hours passed. Some 
thing—perhaps it was a noise outside— 
disturbed him, and he opened his eyes 
again. “Time to go,” he muttered, and 
started to get up. But that was as far as 
he got! 

Something was holding him. Something 
in the darkness that he couldn’t see. It 
wouldn’t let him move at all. 

“Help!” he shouted. But no one heard. 

“Help!” he screamed again. “Help!” 

At last someone came. “What’s the mat- 
ter with you?” he asked, peering in. 

“I’m stuck, man. Help me out.” 

So the man came over and tried to pull 
Mr. Thomson; but he didn’t move. 

“Stay there,” he said. “I’ll get more help,” 
and off he ran. 

There wasn’t anything else Mr. Thomson 
could do but stay there, under the circum- 
stances, and he was still there, when, some 
time later, the man came back with several 
other men and some lights. 

Then they saw what the trouble was. Mr. 
Thomson had gone to sleep on a tank of 
tar. As he had lain there, the warmth of 
his body had gradually melted the tar and 
he had sunk down in. 

Now the men had to cut him out, actually 
tearing the clothes off his body to free him. 

As I listened to the preacher tell that 
story, I heard him say, “Sin is like that 
tar. When we get too close to it, it holds 
us fast, and only Jesus can get us out.” 

And then he asked, “How many times ' 
have you asked Jesus to cut you out, and € 
then gone back to your sins again?” 

It was worth thinking about. 


Your friend, 


en Wore 
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CINDERELLA 


By PEGGY HEWLETT 


i* WAS Christmas Eve. But no dancing 
snowflakes glimmered in the light of the 
street lamps. No hush of expectancy hung 
in the air. No carols echoed through the 
avenues. The scene was old London, England, 
in one of her many slums. A heavy mist 
hung over the poorly lit street and the gloom 
was mirrored in the murky waters of the 
River Thames nearby. 

A girl of thirteen, Jeanette, was slowly 
making her way home—if you could call 


three dull little rooms overlooking the river 
a home. But she lived there with her father, 
who made a meager living for the two of 
them at a humble but honest job. Mother 
was dead. There was no extra money, so 
there would be no Christmas this year. 

It is hard to say just what the lonely 
girl’s thoughts were as she trudged along. 
Surely there was some gift that she dearly 
longed to receive for Christmas that she 
knew she would not get! To page 20 


Joy of joys! Lying on the street was a wallet. Jeanette stooped eagerly to pick it up. 
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The Torn Pages in Warren's Book 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


| ges had never liked Warren. They had 
been in the same class for over a year, 
but they had never been friends. Perhaps it 
was jealousy, John wasn’t sure. Warren was 
a leader in the class and a star in most of 
the sports. He was always being elected to 
things, too. More than that, he was nice 
looking. He was not boastful about the 
things he could do, and that made him 
even more likeable to everyone. Everyone 
except John. 

Perhaps it was just that Warren was all 
the things John wanted to be. Warren 
seemed to sense John’s dislike. At first he 
had tried to be friendly, but after being re- 
buffed several times, he had left John alone. 
So the matter stood for many months, with 
the two boys not even speaking to each 
other except when they had to. 

Then one noon hour, after the class had 
gone to the cafeteria, John got permission 
from the teacher to go back to the class- 
room to get his lunch money, which he had 
forgotten. He found it quickly, but in his 
hurry to get back to the cafeteria, he knocked 
a book off someone’s desk. 

Hurriedly he picked it up and noticed 
that, by falling face down, many of the 
pages had been crumpled. He realized im- 
mediately that it was Warren’s book, and 
to his dismay, he saw that the pages were 
not only crumpled—two of them were ac- 
tually torn. 

Carefully he smoothed them, closed the 
book, and replaced it on Warren’s desk. 


“He’s sure to notice,” he thought. “It's 
his history book, and just about where our 
lesson is for today.” Fearfully he glanced 
about to be sure no one had been watching, 
then left hastily. 

“I should tell Warren or the teacher,” 
he kept telling himself. But admitting guilt 
was a hard thing to do. There was a twenty- 
five-cent fine that had to be paid to the 
school whenever a book was damaged, and 
he didn’t want to pay a fine for someone 
else’s book, especially Warren’s. Perhaps the 
torn pages would not be noticed. Anyway, 
no one knew who had done it. 

After lunch it was time for the class to 
study history. John looked out of the corner 
of his eye when Warren opened his book. 
At once the damaged pages opened. John 
could see the puzzled look on Warren's face. 
He thought for a moment that Warren was 
going to report the damage, but instead he 
moved his papers over to conceal the torn 
pages, and remained quiet. 

John breathed a sigh of relief and re- 
laxed. If Warren did not report the tear, 
the whole incident might go unnoticed. But 
the unexpected happened. 

Miss Brown, the teacher, gave the class 
an assignment to be written from the his- 
tory book, and the pupils began work a 
once. Then Miss Brown walked down the 
aisles looking at their work. When she 
reached Warren’s desk, she paused. In a 
moment, she asked, “How did your history 
book get torn, Warren?” 
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Everyone in the class looked up, and 
Warren’s face colored in embarrassment. “I 
—I—I don’t know, Miss Brown,” he stam- 
mered. 

“Now, Warren,” Miss Brown continued 
kindly, “when your book has been damaged 
that much, surely you must know how it 
happened.” 

“But, Miss Brown,’ Warren insisted ear- 
nestly. “I really don’t know how it hap- 
pened. I didn’t do it.” 

“Well, perhaps you did not put your 
book away as carefully as you should have,” 
Miss Brown continued. “It is checked out 
to you, so I'll have to ask you to pay the 
fine.” Warren looked miserable, and the rest 
of the class were sympathetic. After all, it 
was Warren’s book, and two pages were 
torn. No one could deny that. 

All this time John was squirming un- 
comfortably. As much as he disliked War- 
ren, it wasn’t fair to let him take the blame 
and pay the fine. Once he tried to speak, 
but no sound came out, and his mouth was 
strangely dry. But he tried a second time, 
and was more successful. “Miss Brown?” 
he said hoarsely. 


The teacher turned. “What is it, John?” 

“I—I’m the one who should pay the 
fine!” he blurted out. “I knocked the book 
off his desk by accident when I came in to 
get my lunch money. I'll bring the twenty- 
five cents tomorrow, if that’s all right.” John 
paused, and shifted his gaze to meet War- 
ren’s. “I’m sorry, Warren. I should have told 
you sooner.” 

Miss Brown spoke then. “John, I'm glad 
you told us you damaged the book. You may 
pay the fine whenever you can, and it will 
be all right.” 

John glanced up at Miss Brown as she 
spoke, then lowered his head and slumped 
in his desk, feeling miserable and condemned. 
Why had he been such a coward, not re- 
porting the damage sooner? He _ hardly 
wanted to go outside the room between 
classes. He had never been very popular 
with his classmates, and now he felt sure 
they would have even less to do with him. 
But when he finally did leave the room, he 
was surprised. His classmates were unusually 
friendly. He couldn’t understand it. 

He did not see Warren during the break 

To page 21 


John examined the book he had knocked down. Two pages were torn, and there would be a fine to pay. 
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CHAPTER 2: A MESSENGER FROM THE GREAT SPIRIT 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


It was not Furaha’s faule that her father had wanted 
her to be a boy. But because she was a girl, her mother, 
Mnara, had almost thrown her to the hyenas the night 
she was born. A sudden surge of love in the mother’s 
heart had saved her, however. But Karuru, her father, 
had been angry indeed. “You are bewitched,’ he had 
said to Mnara in the morning, and he didn’t seem to 
care when she went off with the ax to cut wood for 
the fire. Evening was casting large shadows as she 
returned with the wood on her head and little Furaha 
on her back. 


es Mnara and her day-old babe 
reached home, Karuru was not there. 
The hut and yard were deserted, except for 
the few underfed chickens that roosted in 
the hut at night and occasionally presented 
their owners with an egg. The scrawny birds 
had already ceased their scratching in the 
moist earth and had gone to roost. It was 
the second evening that they had found no 
grain behind the hut. 

Chickens in Africa are seldom cared for 
or fed. They must learn to look out for 
themselves. Their best chance of a meal 
comes at evening, when the women pound 
the evening rice or corn. The pounding al- 
ways scatters some grain, which is eagerly 
gobbled up by the hungry fowl. 

There had been no pounding the night 
that Furaha had been born. A neighbor had 
brought food for Karuru, and Mnara hadn't 
felt like eating. Tonight she was too utterly 
weary to pound anything, yet she realized 
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she must eat or she would become sick. 

Hanging from the bamboo rafters of the 
hut were several bunches of ripening ba- 
nanas. She found some ready to eat. As she 
was eating these she noticed a bottle of 
milk hanging on the wall. The bottle was 
made of a section of giant bamboo. A fresh 
green leaf was tied over the top. This meant 
that there was fresh milk inside. Karuru 
had thought of her and Furaha! It was the 
work of the men to care for the cattle. With 
leaping heart Mnara took the bottle and 
drank the milk. When she had done this, 
she fed her child, lay down on her mat, 
and relaxed. There was no blanket to cover 
herself. She possessed only one cloth for 
protection against the cold, and that she 
had wrapped around Furaha. She held the 
little one close, and soon both were sleep- 
ing soundly. 

It was very dark when Karuru returned. 
When he saw no fire in the hut he thought 
it must be empty. A pang of anxiety shot 
through his heart. He thought of his young 
wife and the babe up on the mountain. 
Perhaps it had been too much for her. 
Perhaps she had returned to her parents! 

His sudden fear caused him to suspect 
that he really loved this wife he had, in 
spite of her failure to give him a son. She 
had wanted to please him. Maybe it was 








not her fault after all. Anyway, the cow had 
been paid to Ngonga, the witch doctor. The 
curse had been removed. She was no longer 
bewitched. 

He was just about to leave the hut when 
the baby sighed in its sleep. Reaching out 
with his hands, Karuru felt around in the 
darkness until he discovered his sleeping 
wife. 

The effect of the beer drinking the night 
before had worn off and Karuru was able 
to see his situation as it really was. He was 
not so unlucky after all. Did he not have a 
young and good wife? True, she had borne 
him a daughter instead of a son, but there 
would be time for a son, perhaps time for 
many sons! 

He reached his hand out to lean against 
the wall. Instead it fell on the great bundle 
of wood that stood next to the door. He 
thought of: all the loving toil that it repre- 
sented. Mnara was a good woman after all! 
How could he have been so angry with her? 
Of course, it would never do to tell her 
that she was a good and faithful wife! That 
might spoil her completely. And anyway, 
a man must never admit that he has made 
a mistake. 


It occurred to him that 
he should build a fire. Lay- 
ing the bundle down, he 
untied it. It was very 
heavy. Since there was not 
even an ember from the 
last fire, he went to the hut 
next door and borrowed several burning 
pieces of wood, along with a few pieces of 
kindling. Bringing the fagots and kindling 
into his hut, he quietly set about building the 
fire. It took a great deal of effort and blowing 
to get it started. Karuru was not accustomed 
to such work. Was not the making of fires 
work for women? Yet he found real satis- 
faction in the warm blaze that lit up the 
little hut. Mnara had been right. The baby 
must be kept warm. 

When the tired mother awoke, the baby 
was crying. There was also smoke in the 
hut. This did not startle her at first, for 
she was used to a fire; but while holding 
the baby, it dawned on her that she had 
not started the fire. She pushed the glow- 
ing logs together. The flame that arose cast 
a flickering light throught the hut. She saw 
the form of her husband sleeping on his mat. 
Fortunately the baby had not awakened him. 





A shadow had fallen across the door. Mnara looked up fearfully. A stranger stood there, a man who 
wore shoes! Was he a tax collector from the government, come to take her husband to prison? 
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The morning that dawned was one of the 
happiest in her life. While her husband 
was still sleeping she arose and bathed the 
baby. Furaha seemed more beautiful even 
than she had the day before. She made it 
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KEEP WATCHING 


By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 





Of course you have heard of the garden 
Where Jesus spent all night in prayer; 

In sorrow He prayed to His Father, 
While no one below seemed to care. 


For those He loved most were all sleeping, 
The ones He had claimed for His own; 

The time when He needed their comfort, 
They left Him to suffer alone. 


Now haven't you wished you had been there, 
And, all for the dear Saviour's sake, 

That you could have shown how you loved Him 
By watching and keeping awake? 


From heaven our Lord is returning, 
But He hasn't told us just when. 
He's asking us all to keep watching. 
Let's not disappoint Him again. 


clear, however, that she did not like the 
cold water. Her lusty cry brought Karuru 
on the run. 

“Why do you bathe the baby if it makes 
her cry so?” he demanded. 

Mnara smiled and replied softly, “You 
are a man and know nothing of children. 
When our daughter grows up and becomes 
strong and beautiful, you will be glad that 
I have taught her to keep clean. Don’t you 
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think she is a fine baby?” Mnara looked ear- 
nestly into the face of her husband. 

“She is a girl baby,” he replied. “I must 
go now and see about the cows.” 

The prospect of such a small bit of hu- 
manity becoming a strong and _ beautiful 
young woman was too much for Karuru, 
yet it was not an unpleasant thought! 

Several months later something happened 
that frightened Mnara so that she could not 
speak. A strange man stood in the doorway 
of her hut. She had not heard him come. 
She had never seen him before. Not only 
was he a stranger, he dressed differently from 
the men in her village, and his face had a 
different kind of expression on it. She had 
been sitting peacefully in her hut, weaving 
a new belt of grass. Furaha was by her side, 
lying on her back, playing with her toes. 

During the months since Furaha had come, 
the sunlight of happiness had shone brightly 
in the lives of Mnara and Karuru. The 
young father, though he disliked showing 
it, had formed quite an attachment for the 
baby girl. 

Mnara looked first at the stranger’s shoes. 
She disliked men with shoes. He was an 
African, but was probably a government 
agent. Perhaps, she thought, he was look- 
ing for Karuru. The government had levied 
an annual head tax of ten shillings for each 
married man. The people did not like the tax 
even though the money was to be spent for 
schools and hospitals. Many of the young 
men had refused to pay. One tax collector 
had been killed. A large number of young 
men had been taken to prison. Some had 
been sent far away. No wonder Mnara was 
frightened! 

Before she dared look at the stranger's 
face he greeted her. 

“Jambo, Mamma, habari gani {Hello. 
Mamma, how are you}?” (In this part of 
Africa all married women are called 
mamma. ) 

“Mzima tu {I'm all right],” she replied. 

“You have a fine baby. Is it well?” the 
man asked kindly. 

“Yes,” replied Mnara. “It is well.” 

“And how is your husband?” 

The young wife tightened at the question 
about her husband. This man must be a 
tax collector. Had he come to arrest Karuru? 

“He is all right, but you have not told 
me what you want or who you are.” Her 
quavering voice revealed her fear and she 
could not control it. To page 19 
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PATHFINDER 





wir winter almost here it’s a good time 
to play foxes and hounds. The game 
gets its name from the days when red-coated 
huntsmen used to race their horses over hills 
and valleys behind their dogs, as the hounds 
led them to the fleeing fox. 

Of course, you won't have any dogs or 
foxes, but you will have a good time, and 
get a lot of exercise. It’s a wonderful way to 
fulfill the track-and-trail requirement. 

Here’s what the game is like. Two can 
play, though it goes better with fifteen to 
twenty. From one to four will be chosen as 
foxes; the rest are the hounds. The foxes 
start Out across country, keeping together, 
and leaving marks behind to show their 
trail. After a short length of time, perhaps 
thirty or forty-five minutes, the hounds start 
after the foxes, following the markers until 
they catch sight of the foxes. Then they try 



















































» @ Pathfinders, Play Foxes and Hounds! 


to tag the foxes, while the foxes try to get 
back home without being caught. The last 
fox caught, or any who get home are winners. 

You will need few materials. In certain 
countries the foxes take bags of scrap paper, 
and drop a piece behind them every few 
yards. However, the wind may blow the 
paper away, littering the countryside, and 
making it impossible to follow the foxes. 
It is better if the foxes make rock piles, 
bend grass, or form arrows from sticks or 
stones. The markers must always be placed 
close enough so that when the hounds stand 
beside one they can see the next. Do not 
blaze the bark of trees. It is better to draw 
an arrow with chalk. 

Now let’s play. The Pathfinders have met 
for their Sunday afternoon session. Business 
out of the way, they vote to play foxes and 
hounds. Four boys are chosen foxes, two 
from each of the boys’ 
units. At 3 o'clock they 
start off, making a bee- 
line for the top of the 
hill. Reaching it, they 
erect a pile of stones 
before disappearing 
down the farther side. 

The other Pathfind- 
ers, meanwhile, are re- 
viewing how to track 
a trail. They want to 
be sure they spot every 
To page 21 


Foxes race across the field, 
the hounds in hot pursuit. 








The Grasshopper 
THAT HOPPED NO MORE 


GRASSHOPPER, tired from chewing 

the grasses on the sun-baked field, 
hopped wearily onto the edge of a leaf 
part way up a widespreading shade tree. 
He never hopped again! 

For hiding in that shade, a small creature 
somewhat resembling a tiny crocodile came 
alert. His eyes, which look like the gun tur- 
rets on a tank and which can see in two 
directions at once, began to swing around, 
so that both would focus on the grasshopper 
at the same time. 

Suddenly there was a movement too fast 
for the eye to follow, and the grasshopper 
was gone. Was it just imagination, or was 
there really a smile of satisfaction on the 
face of the chameleon? At all events, where 
the grasshopper had gone was inside him! 

Not far away, above the placid waters of 
a gently flowing river, a small caterpillar 
was having breakfast on a leaf that hung 
over the bank. Suddenly a stream of water 
knocked him off balance, and he fell into 
the river. Before he had realized what was 


“Help! Help! I’m being eaten 
alive!’ And so he is, actually be- 
ing digested while he sits there, 
caught by the Venus’s-flytrap. The 
leaves lie open until some insect 
comes. Then snap! He’s caught! 


* 
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happening, something had closed around 
him, and in the dark he was sliding down, 
down, into a fish’s stomach! 

Maybe you think you’re good at pitching, 
but you ought to see these little animals 
perform. And they don’t use their arms to 
throw, either. The chameleon uses his tongue, 
which can stretch to almost twice the length 
of his body. The little archer fish spits! 

They didn’t get their unerring accuracy by 
watching Johnny Podres. They were pitching 
long before anyone ever thought of baseball. 
God made them able to do these things 
away back at the beginning of time. 

Incidentally, there are many other inter- 
esting things animals have been doing for 
centuries that man has learned to do only 
recently. If the film Prior Claim is shown in 
your church, be sure to see it. It shows many 
of these fascinating things. 

These scenes are taken from that film. 
Look them over and remember that the God 
who gave these abilities will help you do 
much greater things. 
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MOODY INSTITUTE OF SCILNCE PHOTOS 


If this chameleon did not stick out his 
tongue, he would soon starve to death! 
It is almost as long as the rest of him. 


With a well-aimed squirt, the archer fish 
knocks an insect off a branch into the 
water, then gleefully gobbles him whole. 








“Please let me by!” If the chameleon 
were older, the grasshopper wouldn't 
stay to argue. He'd be swallowed up! 


The beetle is one step from death. If 
he falls into the pitcher plant, he will 
be digested by juices at the bottom. 
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Hissing in her face, the women called her 


THE WITCH! 





ae was the only Adventist lady in the 
whole town, and that meant she was dif- 
ferent. The neighbors on both sides went to 
the big church on the town square. The peo- 
ple across the street went to the big church 
on the town square. And so did everyone 
else. 

It had always been that way, as long as 
anyone could remember. Everyone had al- 
ways gone to the big church. 

Until this little lady stopped going. 

The church leader sent a man down to 
visit her and ask her why. 

“I've been studying my Bible,” she said, 
“and I now believe that it teaches things 
that are different from what the church has 
been teaching.” 

The visitor was shocked. He hurried back 
to the church leader, and they struck her 
name off the church books. They let her 
know that she would never be saved unless 
she gave up her ideas and started obeying 
the church again instead of the Bible. 

And the people began to talk. Oh, how 
they talked! The neighbor lady, especially! 

She went rushing down to one of her 
friends one day and whispered, “Shh! I’ve 
got something to tell you! It’s the most 
dreadful thing!” 

“Yes? What is it?” asked the friend, her 
eyes open wide. 

“We've got a witch in our town.” 

“You don’t say!” exclaimed the friend. 
“How do you know?” 

“I've been watching her, and oh—if you'd 
seen the things I’ve seen ” Her voice 
trailed off mysteriously. 

“Come on, tell me,” the friend pleaded. 
“Where does she live?” 
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The neighbor lady leaned over and whis- 
pered it in her ear. “She lives right next 
door to me!” 

“No!” the friend exclaimed. “How ter- 
rible! How did you find out? Who told 
you? What have you seen?” 

“Plain as day! She’s stopped going to our 
church. And I’ve been watching her. Oh 
yes, I know she’s a witch.” 

“Thank you for telling 
me,” said the friend. “Wait 
till I tell Frau Messer!” 
And without giving her 
visitor a chance to say 
good-by, she rushed over to 
Frau Messer’s house and 
told her all about it. 

“A witch!” The news 
buzzed round town like 
flies at a picnic. Rarely 
had gossip spread so fast, 
or the gossip makers en- 
joyed such juicy rumors to 
enlarge upon. 

And, of course, it wasn’t 
long before the boys and 
girls heard of it too. And 
when our poor Adventist 
sister went walking down 
to town, the children 
would gather on the other 
side of the street and shout, 
“The witch, the witch, look 
at the witch!” 


“The witch! The witch! Look at 
the witch!” the children sang as 
the Adventist lady went by. 
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& THE EDITOR’S STORY 


It was all very trying. For many of these 
people who were teasing her used to be her 
friends. And she longed to be able to say 
something to them that would help them 
love Jesus the way she loved Him now. 

But they wouldn’t listen. They cut her off. 
They didn’t invite her to their parties any- 
more. And if they saw her coming in the 





market place, they looked the other way and 
walked right past. 

Except that sometimes some of them, if 
they found themselves close beside her, 
would turn and hiss, “You witch!” 

Those were dark days indeed for the 
lonely lady, trying all by herself to live as 
a Christian should. 

Then one day when she was working in 
her back yard, the neighbor lady came over 
to the fence and shouted, “You're a witch!” 

The Adventist lady answered simply, “I’m 
not a witch.” 

“Yes, you are! You're a witch!” the neigh- 
bor repeated. 

“Oh, no, I'm not,” the Adventist lady 
insisted. 

“Yes, you are.” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“I know you are.” 

“How do you know I am?” 

“I've been watching you, and I know 
you're a witch.” 

“But what have you seen me do that 
makes you think I’m a witch?” the Ad- 
ventist lady asked. To page 17 

















MAMMALS THAT ARE HARMFUL 


By HARRY J. BAERG 


Answering Question 3: List ten harmful animals and tell how they are harmful 


MV HONOR NEIGHBOR of mine was 


eating his lunch while on 
a job near an old barn, when 
he saw a small weasel come 
out from under the barn with 
a mouse in his jaws. During 
the half hour or so that the 
man sat there he saw the weasel catch 
twenty-one mice. Mice eat a lot of grain, 
and this farmer was convinced that weasels 
are really beneficial animals. 

It is true that there have been times when 
weasels have been observed to go through 
poultry houses and catch and eat all the 
mice without bothering the hens at all. 
There is also a report of a family of weasels 
that lived near a family of sparrows in a 
nest in the low fork of a willow tree. The 
young weasels played under the nest and 
the birds did not mind it a bit. 

This is one side of the story. On the other 
hand, almost every farmer that raises poultry 
hates weasels, and shoots them every chance 
he has. Many times weasels have gone into 
hen houses and killed every bird in sight. 
They will kill for lust even when they are so 
full they cannot suck the blood. 

What I am trying to show is that “there 





IN MAMMALS 
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is so much good in the worst of us, and 
so much bad in the best of us, that it ill 
behooves any one of us, to find any fault 
with the rest of us.” Animals are not just 
good or bad any more than people are. 
They are partly good and partly bad. Some 
have more good points than bad points and 
some have more bad than good. 

We must remember too that when we 
speak of “good” or “bad” we mean that they 
are either helpful to what man is trying to 
do or they are hindering it. When a pocket 
gopher digs a hole in the side of an ir- 
rigation ditch and floods a farmer's fields, 
he is not doing it for spite. Digging is his 
lifework and he does it wherever he thinks 
it will do him the most good. When mice 
eat a farmer’s grain it is because it is their 
natural food. A skunk that eats a nest full 
of pheasant eggs does so because it is his 
food and not because he does not want the 
hunters to have their full share of game. 
These animals are not criminals. 

Among people there are those with 
twisted characters who hatefully go about 
to steal and kill without pity or regard 
for the sufferings of others. They are selfish 
and think only of themselves. Some of them 
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are in jail, some are hunted, some may even 
be at the head of big organizations or of 
nations. These are criminals. It would not 
be fair to the majority of people, who are 
kindhearted, thoughtful, and helpful to 
others, to say that all men are bad because 
a few are. 

It is the same with animals. Some are 
criminals. They may have grown up with 
criminal tendencies. in a litter of dogs there 
may be one that is always growling and bit- 
ing when all the rest are playful and happy. 
Or it may be that they started out normally 
and something happened to turn them 
against man and other animals. A coyote may 
be caught in a trap and lose a foot. He cannot 
catch his natural food any more, so he starts 
killing chickens. He is shot at, wounded, 
and becomes exceptionally sly and vigilant 
as he continues to raid farmers’ flocks. He 
becomes an outlaw, a hunted criminal. Wild- 
life biologists say that “peg-leg” coyotes are 
responsible for 85 per cent of the stock 
destroyed by coyotes. Shall we say that all 
coyotes are criminals because a few are? 
Shall we condemn all wolves because a few 
are bad? 

There are a number of animals that as a 
rule do very little damage, 
but occasionally when they 
come near farms they may 
do a lot of it. A deer in 
the woods is harmless, but 
in the garden we have had 
them nip off whole rows 
of newly planted cabbages, 
and in the orchards they 
may also do much damage. 

The same is true of 
black bears. In some places 
there is an Open season on 
them the year round be- 
cause they kill calves and 


The black rat is one of the most 
harmful mammals, for it destroys 


great quantities of food every year. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 





pigs and break down fruit trees. In the 
woods they are harmless. Badgers do much 
good in destroying rodents, but occasion- 
ally they have been known to raid hen 
houses and bury alive up to seventy-five 
hens in a hole they have dug. The beaver 
on mountain streams is actually a good 
conservationist, but when he starts to 
dam up irrigation ditches and cut down 
apple trees for food, he has to be caught 
and taken back into the mountains. These 
animals are not the really harmful ones. 

Animals generally classed as harmful are 
ones that eat the same food that man and 
his livestock eat. Most mice and ground 
squirrels are in this class. Probably the worst 
offenders are the rats and house mice. These 
have been brought over from Europe and 
live almost entirely in cities and on farms. 
It has been estimated that rats in the United 
States alone do over a billion dollars worth 
of damage in a year. Meadow mice and har- 
vest mice also do enormous damage. The 
amount one mouse eats may seem a “sma’ 
request,” according to Robert Burns, but 
when their number is increased to millions 
it becomes a good-sized pile. 

Ground squirrels and woodchucks often 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Bird Hunt 


By OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON 


Give each player a pencil, paper, and a Bible. See 
who can first find the birds mentioned in these Bible 
references. Full score, fourteen. 


. Psalms 84:3 

. 1 Kings 17:6 

. Genesis 8:9 

. Psalms 105:40 
. 1 Kings 10:22 
. Psalms 102:6 

. Leviticus 1:14 
. Psalms 104:17 
. Leviticus 11:13 


Bible Arithmetic Game 


By GOLDIE CAVINESS 


1. Take the length of Jehu’s reign. (2 Kings 
10:36.) Soe 

2. Multiply that answer by the number of 
pence the good Samaritan paid the inn- 
keeper. (Luke 10:35.) 

3. Subtract from that answer the number of 
yokes of oxen with which Elisha was 
plowing. (1 Kings 19:19.) 

4. Multiply that answer by the number of 
generations from Abraham to David. 


WON AU PWN — 





Guess Who? 


By MARY J. VINE 


He was God’s priest, and yet he weakly made 
A calf of gold to which God’s people prayed; 
For which great sin there were some thousands 
slain, 

And God’s great words were written yet again. 
Who was this priest? Now what could be his name, 
Who brought upon God’s people such great shame? 
See Exodus 32:2-4. 


What Is Your B.1.9.? 


By MILDRED G. LEWIS 


What is your Bible intelligence rating? Each of the 
following words begins with the letter A. One hint 
is given you in the definition that follows the blanks. 
The number of blanks on each line tells you how 
many letters are in each word. See if you can get the 
word from these two clues. If you can’t, look up 
the text. 


1. A........ Animal on which Christ rode into 
Jerusalem. (Zech. 9:9.) 

ccs its A place of safety for men and ani- 
mals. (Gen. 6:19.) 

3. A cee ues wee Second son of Adam. (Gen. 4:2.) 

ea King of Israel, husband of Jezebel. 
(1 Kings 16:29, 31.) 

Be A eee ces wee It means “true,” is said at the 
close of prayer. 

6. A oss eves nse wee The first high priest. (Ex. 4:14.) 

Te A aces cesee sees see A heavenly being. (Luke 2:8-11.) 


Be A ees cases ee see Built of stones; a place where 
sacrifices are offered. (Ex. 20:25.) 
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live near gardens and wheat fields, and de- do not eat as much as they otherwise would. : 


vour quantities of green crops. Kerry Wood 
estimated that one ground squirrel consumed 
one dollar's worth of grain a year. It may 
seem that the ones in the pastures or hay 
meadows do little harm, but the farmer 
does not like them any better because they 
are eating the feed his cattle should have. 
Also, they are raising families that will later 
overrun his fields. Fortunately these mam- 
mals hibernate early, and since they are 
around only a few months of the year, they 
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Rabbits can do much damage in eating 
the bark off fruit trees and killing them, but 
the jackrabbits do still more harm on the 
range by eating the sparse vegetation there. 
In Australia the European rabbits have mul- 
tiplied so greatly that the damage they do 
is tremendous. 

Most members of the cat family are con- 
sidered harmful, to some extent, at least, be- 
cause they live on other animals and on 
birds. Some of these may belong to the 











§ 
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farmer and others may be insect-eating song 
birds. It is well to remember that they also 
kill many rodents that are harmful. Re- 
member also that they are necessary in the 
balance of nature to keep some of the other 
animals from multiplying too rapidly. If all 
the cougars were exterminated, the deer 
would become so plentiful in the mountains 
that they would soon run out of food. They 
would crop off young trees, killing or stunt- 
ing them. Undergrowth would disappear 
and rain water would rush down in floods 
that would overflow cities and farming com- 
munities. The balance of nature is an im- 
portant and delicate thing. 

Members of the dog family are in about 
the same category. When too abundant they 
can do considerable damage in farming 
country. Baboons, monkeys, wild pigs, and 
some of the small deer do considerable dam- 
age in other countriéS, and are classed as 
harmful. We must learn not to judge too 
hastily, but to study the facts carefully and 
without prejudice before we decide that an 
animal does not deserve to live. 


(To be continued) 





The Witch! 
From page 13 


“You know what it is,” the neighbor 
lady answered. 

“No, really I don’t,” said the Adventist 
lady quietly. “I don’t believe in being a 
witch, and I would appreciate it if you 
would tell me what it is that makes you 
think I am, and maybe I can explain it to 
ou. 
‘ “You know what it is,” the neighbor lady 
replied. “You know as well as I do that the 
yards on all sides of your yard have been 
invaded by insects. They are eating every- 
thing that grows. But in your yard there 
aren't any insects at all.” 

“I don’t see how that proves I’m a witch,” 
the Adventist lady said. 

“Of course it does. It means you have 
bewitched all the insects so they won’t come 
in there.” 

“No,” replied the Adventist lady. “I’m 
not a witch, really I'm not.” 

“Well, I'll tell you something else,” said 
the neighbor lady. “A few days ago I care- 
fully picked up several insects from my 
yard and threw them over the fence into 


your yard. And every one of those insects 
turned around and walked back into my 
yard again. That proves you're a witch.” 

The Adventist lady smiled at last. “No, 
no, I'm no witch. But I'll tell you. I can 
explain why those insects went back into 
your yard. And if you'll come over into my 
house, I'll show you what it is.” 

The neighbor's curiosity was aroused. 
What mysterious thing was this Adventist 
lady about to show her? 

But would it be proper to go into a 
witch’s house? Probably not, she reasoned. 
But it would be interesting. What joy to 
tell the ladies that she had actually been in 
the witch's lair. How their eyes would pop 
out then! 

So around the fence she came and into 
the Adventist lady's house—but gingerly, 
looking carefully from side to side, and 
every now and then glancing back over her 
shoulder. There might be a ghost that would 
come rushing at her from behind a book- 
case or a hobgoblin ready to pounce on her 
from the secret recesses of a vase! 

But to her surprise, everything was clean 
and tidy. The floor was swept, the windows 
sparkled, and there certainly were no sheeted 
figures sitting in the rocking chair or flitting 
mysteriously about the chimney. On the 
contrary, she had to admit—to herself, of 
course—that the house was the cleanest and 
the tidiest in the whole neighborhood, even 
cleaner and tidier than her own! 

Then she noticed that the Adventist lady 
was opening a black book. She turned a few 
pages back and forth, then began to read, 
“Bring ye all the tithes into the storehouse 

. saith the Lord of hosts. . . . And I 
will rebuke the devourer for your sakes, and 
he shall not destroy the fruits of your 
ground.” 

“What was that?” asked the neighbor lady. 
“Tell me it again in your own words.” 

“Well,” said the Adventist lady, “it simply 
means that God promises that if we pay 
Him our tithe, He will keep the insects 
from destroying the plants we need to live 
on. I've been paying my tithe to Him and 
claiming this promise, and He has kept His 
word.” 

“You mean, that’s all there is to it?” 
the neighbor gasped. “There's no hocus- 

a 

“Oh, no, no,” the Adventist lady laughed. 

“But, what book is this? I’ve never seen 
one before.” 
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CHARLES CAREY 


Gcble GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


SPELLING GAME 


A game fer junior youth te play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these ¢' ae a of twin 
cards will provide 
ment for very young children ey "making them 
familiar with seme common words rough 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 





BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 nicely 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes interest in om 
facts. Seme of the questions test the mem 

some proveke thought. Profitable for Sabbath 


ours. 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes ant 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could 

locate these references in the Bible? his 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible place names. 


PRICE, $1.00 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MPL, 
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BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
afford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it. 
but the maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four te eight players. It tests one's 
knowledge ef Bible characters and one's agility 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting 7 


forfeit system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules provided, 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible personalities and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found. 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle of church group 
when played intelligently 

PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a mew game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 

















“This book,” the- Adventist lady: explained 
reverently, “is the Holy Scriptures, the Bible. 
It is God’s word to us.” 

“You mean to tell me that the Holy 
Scriptures tell us how to keep insects out 
of our yards? I never knew that before! 
What else does it say?” The neighbor lady 
was so surprised the words just tumbled out. 

The Adventist lady read her something 
else, and then something else, till the neigh- 
bor lady happened to glance at the clock. 
“Oh, my!” she gasped. “I’ve got to go. My 
husband will soon be home, shouting for 


is supper.” 


But a day or two later she came back, 
and again, not long after that. And to make 
the story short, it wasn’t long before that 
neighbor lady decided to give her heart 
fully to Jesus and keep all His command- 
ments. 

And so the lonely Adventist lady who was 
called a witch wasn’t lonely any more, and 
the lady who had first called her a witch, 
called her a witch no more. 

There were two Adventist ladies in that 
town. 

And soon, these two won others, and there 
were four Adventist ladies in that town. 

And soon those four won others, till to- 
day there is quite a church there. 

All because a lady didn’t mind being 
called names, but determined to be true 
to God, no matter what her friends might 
call her! 





Furaha 
From page 8 


“Do not be afraid, Mamma. I am Rapha- 
eli, the Christian evangelist from the mis- 
sion over the mountains. I have come to 
visit the people of your village and to tell 
them about the Great Spirit, the God who 
made us all brothers and who loves every- 
one, the One who has the gift of life. Do 
you know of the Great Father who made 
the mountains and the trees and the cows? 
He is the One who gave you this little 
baby.” 

“Oh, no,” replied Mnara. “I do not know 
the Great Spirit who loves people. The spir- 
its have caused me much trouble. I have 
always been afraid of them. They cast a 
spell on me, and my husband had to ask 
Ngonga, the witch doctor, to have it re- 


moved. It cost him a cow.” As soon.as Mnara 
had offered this information, she felt that 
she had said too much. 

“Would you like to hear more about the 
Great God who loves you and your husband 
and your baby?” asked the evangelist. 

“I don’t know,” replied Mnara. 

“Well,” continued the stranger, “this after- 
noon, in the village square, I will tell the 
people about the Great God. I will have 
some beautiful pictures to show. Perhaps 
you and: your husband can come. And now 
before I leave, I would like to ask the Great 
Spirit to bless you and your little child. Let 
us speak to Him now.” 

Raphaeli prayed that the God who made 
the earth and everything in it would bless 
the little home of Karuru and Mnara. He 
asked the blessing to fall on the baby and 
on all in the village. In closing the prayer, 
he mentioned the Son of the Great Spirit. 

“To Mnara the whole experience was very 
strange and terrifying. She had never dared 
to speak to the spirits, and surely not to the 
Great Spirit. The only way to influence the 
spirits was by giving them gifts. The idea 
that the Great God who was above all the 
spirits might be interested in the little home 
of Karuru and Mnara was too fantastic to 
accept. The thought that He might care for 
Furaha, who was only a little girl, was out 
of the question. 

When Karuru came, she told him of the 
visit of the stranger. She even suggested 
going to hear him in the afternoon. But at 
this, Karuru became furiously angry. 

“The Christian evangelist was in this 
house?” he shouted. “What will befall us 
now? I might have known that things were 
going too well. Ngonga has plainly told us 
to stay away from this Christian trouble- 
maker. He has come only to stir up the 
people and steal our young people. I have 
heard that he has taken boys and even some 
girls away from their villages. He takes 
them to the mission far away over the 
mountains, and makes them slaves of the 
white Bwana and of the Great Spirit! 

“Do you want to be a slave? Do you 
want to leave your home and people? Do 
you want to dishonor the spirits of our 
fathers and cause the gods to be angry 
with us? 

“No! Never will I go and listen to the 
babblings of a mad Christian dog! I am 
surprised that you even thought of going. 
No, my wife, have we not had enough 
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trouble with the gods? Let us not make 
things worse by listening to this Christian 
fool!” 

So saying, Karuru spat with contempt. 
“How long was he in this house?” 

“He did not come into the house,” replied 
Mnara soothingly. “He stood in the door. 
He spoke very kindly. He said that the 
Great Spirit is very strong and that He 
loves all of us. He asked Him to bless us, 
you and me, and even Furaha.” 

“Nonsense,” exploded the father of the 
house. “I have had enough experience with 
the gods to know that they are interested 
only in gifts, especially cows. I am glad that 
he did not come into the house. Had he 
done so, he would have cast a spell on the 
place and I would have had to pay Ngonga 
another cow to rid us of it. Don’t let me 
hear you speak any more about this fellow.” 

Mnara promised that she would never 
mention the visit again. Her husband’s warn- 
ing had frightened her thoroughly. Picking 
up her child, she held it close to her lest 
the angry gods snatch her away. All her 
life Mnara had trembled at the thought 
of the spirits. 

In the tragic events so soon to come, the 
frightened mother would have ample reason 
to regret her encounter with the stranger. 


(To be continued) 





Cinderella 
From page 3 


But whatever was in her mind was sud- 
denly forgotten as she stooped with thump- 
ing heart to pick something up from the 
pavement—a wallet! Trembling young fin- 
gers hastily examined its contents—£15 
(about $45)! It was no less than a fortune 
to a girl in Jeanette’s unhappy circumstances. 

What do you suppose she did? What 
would you have done under the same con- 
dition? With quickened pace she sped— 
homeward? No, without hesitation she 
turned and entered the nearest police sta- 
tion. 

Briefly and timidly explaining what had 
occurred, Jeanette placed the wallet in the 
constable’s hand. 

Taken back by the girl’s honesty, the police 
officer struck up a friendly conversation 
about Christmas. With increasing amaze- 
ment and admiration, he learned that Jean- 
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ette was expecting no gifts this Christmas. 

“We're too poor,” she explained simply. 

The kindly officer had a sudden inspira- 
tion. “Would you like to attend our Christ- 
mas program for the children?” 

At this, Jeanette burst into tears. “I'd love 
to, but I haven’t anything to wear,” she wept. 

But the police officer was forming a plan. 
Within a short time one of London’s larg- 
est newspapers had printed the story, and 
Jeanette's life changed overnight. 

Gifts began to pour in from all over the 
British Isles. She was presented with a great 
variety of new clothes. And a circus loaned 
a quaint pony and cart to carry the dazed 
Cinderella away to the program, amid the 





STRAY KITTEN 
By W. E. WHITNEY | 


It was only a stray little kitten, 

Hungry and friendless and cold; 

So | thought to be kind, like the Master; 
And it paid me in service of gold. 


For | found after feeding the kitty, 

And finding a box for his bed, 

That he wanted to pay for his keeping; 

So he caught mice and purred for his 
bread. 


He has grown and become strong and 
mighty, 

And for loafing he cares not a whit; 

And he hunts with such care in my garden 

That the gophers are fast leaving it! 
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cries of “God bless you,” and “Cheerio, luv,” 
from her simply clad neighbors, who gath- 
ered in the street to see her off. 

One single gift of £1,000 ($3,000) was 
sent anonymously to be put in the bank to 
pay for her education later on. > 

Finally, with her father’s consent, she was 
placed in a foster home where she could 
enjoy the loving care of a mother and the 
companionship of young people her own 
age. 
oe once said, “Honesty pays.” 
Here is one instance where it paid enormous 
dividends. 

May God bless this rich little poor girl! 
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Foxes and Hounds! 
From page 9 


marker without delay! And all the time 
they keep an eye on the clock. 

At last it’s 3:30, the appointed time. The 
hounds rush to the door. Jimmy blows a 
great blast on his bugle. 

Far over the hill, the foxes hear that 
sound, and know the chase is on. Excite- 
ment rises. They redouble their pace. 

The hounds see the rocks on the hilltop, 
and up they go. Reaching it, they pause only 
a moment to find the next, and away they 
run. 

The chase continues, down the hill and 
through the woods. The foxes hear them 
coming, and call on every ounce of strength 
to keep ahead. Finally the hounds break 
through the bushes—and there are the foxes, 
only halfway across the field in front. The 
foxes immediately scatter, each one trying 
to get back home by the best route he 
knows. Poor Charlie forgets where he’s go- 
ing, and heads right into Mary and Alice, 
who catch him without trouble. Dick and 
Ron don’t fare much better. 

But you—you're a fox and you’ve man- 
aged to slip past the hounds while they were 
chasing the other three. You've got a head 
start back to the den. They are after you, 
but you slip behind a tree, and dash down 
a shortcut they don’t know about. Panting 
hard, you're in sight of home, but look out! 
They've left a hound to guard. He has to 
stay a hundred feet from home, but he’s 
fresh. You try a little strategy, going in 
close, then backing up. Fortunately for you, 
the guard starts to chase. You make a large 
circle, getting in closer. Suddenly the guard 
sees his mistake, but he’s too late, and you’re 
home, safe! 

Soon the others return, all laughing and 
jolly and ravenously hungry. Good thing it’s 
suppertime! And the girls are demanding 
that the club play the game over next week, 
and they will be the foxes. 


The Torn Pages in Warren’s 
Book 


From page 5 


between classes, but he had no liking for 
him, anyway. 

Then, after school was out, when John 
left the building to walk home alone as 
usual, he was startled to hear Warren’s voice 
calling, “Hey, John, wait for me!” 

As Warren caught up, they turned and 
walked together. Warren broke the silence. 
“I just wanted to tell you how much I ap- 
preciate your admitting that it was you who 
tore my book. It was mighty big of you.” 

They walked along in silence for a while. 
Then Warren suddenly exclaimed, “We've 
never gotten along too well, have we?” 

“Nope, I guess not,” John agreed in a 
low voice. “It’s been mostly my fault.” 

“Is there any reason why we can’t be 
friends now?” Warren asked. 

John looked at him in surprise. “You 
mean you want to be friends with me, after 
the way I’ve acted?” 

“Sure, why not?” Warren said. “And the 
other fellows on our baseball team told me 
they'd like to have you come out for prac- 
tice this afternoon. Do you have time?” 

“Do I? I should say so!” John exclaimed. 
It was the first time the other boys had 
asked him! 

“Fine!” Warren exclaimed. “Now I've got 
to get home and run an errand for Mother. 
I'll see you at the practice field in half an 
hour.” 

John stood and watched Warren until he 
was out of sight. No wonder Warren was 
popular with everybody! And strangely, he 
was happy to be friends with him at last, 
even if it had taken a torn book to do it. 








COVER PICTURE by W. Whitaker, from 
F. Lewis. Story illustrations not otherwise 
credited are by John Gourley. 
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STUDY OF THE | 
HOOL LESSON 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


XII—Angels Who Helped the Apostles 


(DECEMBER 17) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXT: Acts 8:26-40. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “While Peter 
thought on the vision, the Spirit said unto him, 
Behold, three men seek thee. Arise therefore, 
and get thee down, and go with them, doubting 
nothing: for I have sent them” (Acts 10:19, 
20). 


Guiding Thought 


Angels are God's messengers to this earth. 
However, they do not do the work that God's 
earthly children can do. In the two stories that 
make up our lesson today we shall see how 
angels did something that the apostles could 
not do, when they brought together the apostles 
and two men who were searching for truth. 
And we shall see the joyful results when God's 
children cooperate with the angels for the sav- 
ing of souls. 

SUNDAY 


The Angel Who Sent Philip on a Missionary 
Journey 

1. Find Acts 8:4-8. After the stoning of 
Stephen there arose a great persecution against 
the Christians in Jerusalem as a result of which 
they scattered through the surrounding regions. 
Where did Philip go, and what great work did 
he do there? 

2. Read verse 26. While he was still in Sa- 
maria, who came to him with instructions to go 
to a certain highway? 

3. Read verses 27 and 28. As Philip obeyed 
the angel’s bidding, whom did he find traveling 
the southbound road, and what was he doing? 


NoTE.—"This Ethiopian was a man of good 
standing and of wide influence. God saw that 
when converted, he would give others the light 
he had received, and would exert a strong in- 
fluence in favor of the gospel. Angels of God 
were attending this seeker for light, and he 
was being drawn to the Saviour.”—The Acts of 
the Apostles, p. 107. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 107, pars. 1-3. 
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MONDAY 


The Bible Study in the Chariot 


4. Find Acts 8:29. What did the Holy Spirit 
tell Philip to do as he came near the chariot 
with the Ethiopian in it? 

5. Read verses 30-35. What took place in that 
chariot as it sped on its way toward Africa? 

6. Read verses 36-38. What was the happy 
outcome of this Bible study? 


NoTE.—"An angel guided Philip to the one 
who was seeking for light, and who was ready 
to receive the gospel; and to-day angels will 
guide the footsteps of those workers who will 
allow the Holy Spirit to sanctify their tongues 
and refine and ennoble their hearts. The angel 
sent to Philip could himself have done the work 
for the Ethiopian, but this is not God's way 
of working. It is His plan that men are to 
work for their fellow-men.”—The Acts of the 
Apostles, p. 109. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 108, pars. 2, 3; p. 109, par. 1. 


TUESDAY 


The Angel Who Appeared to a Roman Officer 


7. Find Acts 10:1, 2. What are we told about 
the character of Cornelius, the centurion who 
lived in Caesarea? 

8. Read verse 3. Whom did he see in a vision 
one evening? 

9. Read verses 4 and 5. Whom did the angel 
tell him to send for? 


NOTE.—'‘The explicitness of these directions, 
in which was named even the occupation of 
the man with whom Peter was staying, shows 
that heaven is acquainted with the history and 
business of men in every station of life. God is 
familiar with the experience and work of the 
humble laborer, as well as with that of the 
king upon his throne.’"—The Acts of the 
Apostles, pp. 133, 134. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 132, pat. 3;.p: 155,. pars. 1-5. 




















WEDNESDAY 


The Angel Who Made an Appointment 
for Peter 


10. Find Acts 10:9. As the men whom the 
centurion sent to Joppa neared the city, what 
was Peter doing? 

NOTE.—It was while he was praying on the 
housetop in Joppa that Peter was given the 
vision of the clean and unclean animals that 
taught him the truth that God is no respecter of 
persons and that the gospel of salvation was not 
for the chosen people—the Jews—only, but for 
all the world. 


11. Read verses 19 and 20. What message did 

Peter receive regarding the visitors who were 
just then seeking him? 

NOoTE.—‘The angel, after his interview with 

Cornelius, went to Peter, in Joppa.”’—The Acts 
| of the Apostles, p. 135. 

12. Read verses 21-23. What did Peter do 
when he heard the message from Cornelius? 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 136, par. 4; p. 137, pars. 1, 2 


THURSDAY 
The Bible Study at the Home of Cornelius 


13. Find Acts 10:24, 27. How many were gath- 
ered to receive Peter and hear the gospel? 











14. Read verses 44-48. What was the happy 
outcome of this meeting that an angel arranged? 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
pp. 138-140. 


FRIDAY 


REVIEW OF THE LESSON 

WHERE did the Jews suffer much persecu- 
tion? 

WHERE did they go? 

WHERE did Philip go from Jerusalem? 

WHERE did the angel tell him to go? 

WHERE was the man to whom he was sent 
with the gospel going? 

WHERE was the Ethiopian baptized? 

WHERE did Cornelius live? 

WHERE was he told to send for Peter? 

WHERE was Peter when the men came for 
him? 

WHERE did he hold a Bible study that re- 
sulted in many being baptized? 

WHAT TWO WONDERFUL MEETINGS did the 
angels arrange? 

When you meet with other juniors who do 
not know and obey the gospel, do you ever 
think that perhaps the angels arranged that 
meeting that you might do your part in influenc- 
ing them to accept Christ, just as they ar- 
ranged the meetings between Philip and the 
Ethiopian, and Peter and Cornelius? 

Are you cooperating with the angels? 





Peter came and preached to Cornelius when an angel told the soldier to send for him. 
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BOOMER, THE KANGAROO, No. 2-By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1955, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 














1. At first Boomer and his rival just sparred with 
each other, trying to defend themselves and find 
an opening in the other's defense. Their tails and 
hind legs provided good braces. 2. After a bit of 
this they began battering each other. Their blows 














were heavy but they observed the rules of the game 
and stopped to rest between rounds. 3. When the 
kangaroos had pummeled each other for several 
rounds more, the newcomer decided he had had 
enough and went off, leaving Boomer to his mate. 
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4. About a month and a half later little Joey was 
born. He was a tiny mite compared to the size of 
his parents, for he was not even as large as a pea- 
nut. 5. The almost transparent little Joey was un- 
developed except for his front legs, which he used 











7. Flyer’s soft pouch was the baby’s warm home 
during the cold winter months, but by spring he was 
able to look out of his nest. His parents were very 
proud of him. 8. Later on, when the grass grew 
green and tall, Joey would occasionally nibble some 
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to crawl up into his mother’s pouch. 6. When he 
arrived in the pouch he got one of his mother’s four 
nipples into his mouth, and his feeding began. The 
end of the nipple swelled in Joey’s mouth so that 
he could not have let go even if he had wanted to. 








of it as it came near his mouth. 9. Shortly after this 
he sometimes ventured out of the nest and played 
around, but scampered back when alarmed. One day 
his mother heard dogs barking nearby. She was alert 
at once, for dogs can be deadly enemies of kangaroos. 





